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By Westbrook Wilson 



1AKE BIRCH, foreman of the Backward J 
^ Ranch, thundered into the old man's office, 
yelling, "We just have to get rid of him, that's 
all!" 

Jake was so angry that the ends of his handle 
bar mustachio were quivering like an aspen 
in an earthquake. 

The "old man"— that was J. J. Prince, owner 
of the spread — looked up calmly from his 
paperwork. Old J. J. was used to temperamen- 
tal outbursts from Jake and they never caused 
him to bat an eyelash. It's probably why they 
had made such a real good team in twenty years 
together of operating the Backward J and 
making it one of the richest ranches in the 
territory. 

Jake bellowed, "You've got to fire him or 
I'm through as foreman, that's all. It's him or 

Old man Prince hardly raised his voice as he 
asked, "Who?" 

"Who? Why that no-good cayuse Harefoot 
Harry, that's who!" 

"What's he done now?" 

"He has absolutely refused to ride, that's 
what !" exclaimed Jake. "We've got to start 
driving the longhorns to market today and 
he plumb refuses to go along. That's down- 
right insubordination!" 

Colonel Prince stroked his white goatee 
thoughtfully. "Has he got a reason?" 

Jake's face reddened and it seemed as if he 
might choke. Finally he bellowed, "Reason? 
How much reason does that hombre ever have 
for his didoes? Sure, he claims to have a reason. 
He says it's unlucky to start a drive on Friday, 
the thirteenth. He says we'll sure have a stam- 
pede ... or rustlers ... or tun into a war party 
of renegade savages!" 

Colonel J. J. Prince' was quiet and thought- 
ful. He seemed to be talking to himself as he 
said quietly. "We can't possible wait 'til Satur- 
day to start the drive. Got to get the beef to 
market to fulfill our contract. Jake, you start 




the drive today, no matter what that galoot 

"But I need him. He's a top hand!" 

"Humor him," said the old man. "Let him 
stay behind. I'll ride in his place." 

"You're aiming to fire him?" asked Jake. 

"No sir, he's a top hand and they're scarce!" 
asserted the boss. "I'm going to humor him. 
A man's got a right to his superstitions." 

The foreman walked out of the office mum- 
bling to himself. "That Harefoot Harry. A top 
hand, yes. But danged if he wasn't cradled in 
the Superstition Mountains with a Black Cat 
as his godfather! Humor him! Bah!" 

Harefoot Harry was so-called because he 
always carried the left hind leg of a jackrabbit 
as a watch fob. He had a big, four-leaf clover 
pinned on his vest like a lawman's tiri star. 
He would never walk under a ladder or look : 
at the moon over his left shoulder. And if a 
black cat happened to meander in front of him, 
he would back up and circle ten miles around 
a mountain rather than cross that black cat's 
path. 

But in spite of all this he was, as Colonel 
Prince had said, a real top hand. And one of 
the bravest of all men in a land of brave men. 
Without fear he would mount the meanest of 
wild horses and break him. He would battle a 
bull or a blizzard without flinching. And he was 
so quick with a gun that the meanest of owl- 
hoots had a healthy respect for him. 

Colonel Prince thought of all this as he 
looked at the big desk calendar which said 
plainly: "FRIDAY 13." The Colonel stood up. 
plopped his big, white hat on his head, and 
buckled on his gunbelt with some difficulty, 
for rheumatism bad stiffened his fingers. He 
went out to join the drive. 

Foreman Jake Birch was still fuming as 
Colonel Prince joined the men.- The Colonel 
mounted rather stiffly and Jake grumbled, 
"With your rheumatism like it is, you hadn't 
(Continued on inside back cover) 
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Unlucky Harry 

(Continued from inside front cover) 
ought to have to ride with us whilst that 
ranny lies in bed." 

"Don't fret about me, Jake," said the boss, 
calmly. "I'm able to ride all right. And I can 
squeeze a trigger enough to fire a couple shots 
in the air if any steers get rambunctious. Let's 
go!" 

The men rode off, leaving Harefoot Harry in 
his bunk. The latter heard them depart, mum- 
bled "Dang fools!", then lapsed into a snoring 
sleep. The sun was high when he heard the 
voices. At first he thought he was dreaming. 
He sat up shaking his head. He knew it was no 
dream when somebody said, "Shovld I shoot 
off a lock or bust in a window?" 

"Hey! Both them ways are too noisy!" ex- 
claimed another voice. 

"So what?" said a third. "Who's going to 
hear it? The whole kit and kiboodle of the 
Backward J ranch is off on the cattle drive. 
Even the old Colonel went along. I spotted him 
and his white hat from the hills." 

Another chuckled, "Even if he had stayed 
behind, we could've handled him easy as pie. 
I happen to know he's got rheumatism so bad 
he can hardly lift a gun, let alone shoot 

"Weil, blast off the lock!" someone said, 
impatiently. "I don't hanker to crawl through 
a busted window when we can get in through 
a door. I know he keeps his gold in a safe in 
the office and we can bust that wide open with 
a quarter stick of dynamite!" 

Harefoot Harry had jumped out of bed, fully 
awake, at the sound of the first voice. He put 
on his hat, slid into his boots and pants, and 
slapped his gunbelt around his middle with the 
speed of a fireman. He looked out the window 
and saw that there were six men, mean-looking 
hombres, dismounted before the front door of 
the ranch house. All of the men wore their 
guns low, holsters strapped tight against their 
legs, in the manner of outlaws. 

One of them was taking aim at the lock when 
Harry flipped a shot through the open window. 
The aimer howled, dropped his gun, and 
grabbed his wrist. 



The others turned and looked toward the 
bunkhouse and three slugs whizzed through 
the open window and buried themselves in the 
opposite wall. "Somebody in the bunkhouse," 
one of the robbers yelled, as they started to 
scatter. "We'd better smoke him out. We'll 
burn the place down and get that ambusher!" 

"No need for that!" yelled Harry, appearing 
in the bunkhouse doorway, both gufts blazing. 
"You boys are outnumbered. There's only six 
of you 'and I've got twelve chunks of lead for 
yon!" 

Although he made an easy target in the bunk- 
house doorway, he seemed to flabbergast the 
outlaws. Four or five slugs whizzed past his 
head, but his own two guns were barking. He 
winged a quartet of the robbers, and the fifth 
dropped his guns, crying, "Don't shoot! I give 
up!" By the time the sheriff arrived, Harefoot 
Harry had all six of the sidewinders neatly 
tied up like a Christmas package. After the 
lawman had taken the intruders off to jail, 
Harry crawled back into his bunk. He figured 
bed was the only safe place for a man on Fri- 
day, the thirteenth ! 

That's almost the end of the story. Jake, the 
foreman, and Colonel Prince, the owner, got 
the cattle to market without incident — no 
stampede, no rustlers, no wild Indians. When 
they returned, Harefoot Harry said, "Well, the 
only reason you got away with it was because 
I didn't go along. I'm naturally unlucky on 
Friday, the thirteenth." 

Colonel Prince solemnly nodded and Jake 
snorted. 

"■"T WAS weeks later before the Colonel con- 
tided to Jake, "I figured somebody might 
try to rob us during the drive, when all the 
able-bodied men were away from the ranch. 
And I knew with my fingers so stiff, I couldn't 
handle a gun well enough to stand 'em off. On 
the other hand, if I asked one of the me-n to 
nurse-maid an empty ranch house, he'd have 

. "So I just fixed up the calendar to read Fri- 
day the thirteenth. Actually, you know, that 
was really the twelfth of the month!-" 
THE END' 



